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“You look pleased with yourself to-
day, old man,” seid the cashier as he
unlocked his desk.

“I am,” said the chief clerk. *“You
know I live in a flat. Well, never in
my life have I been so pleased to hear
my neighbor’s plano going as I was
this morning.

“Oh!"” exclaimed the cashier, “Is
there a good planist staying there?”

“No, I heard it going away in a mov-

; ing van."—London Ideas.

Our Progressive Era.

The deceased was three years of
age. He was married and leaves his
widow and two children, one aged sev-
en years and the other four months.—
Mt. Carmel (Ill.) RepublicaniRegister.
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kiddies seem to.

JAMES M.—I am sure the other fel-
Jows would understand the puzzles too,
it they would save them until they see
the answers as you have done. That
is the best way to learn. There is lots
of material to buiM snow houses this
year, isn't there? Always pleased to
hear from you.

MILDRED B—That 1s perfectly
right to make out your coupons when
necessary. Yes, No. 9 is hard—that
is why I put two in last week. It you
get it be sure and send in, pleased to
have you take such an interest and to
know that you like the Brain Tests so
much,

CONTEST
“Brain

COUPON

Tesls.”

For girls and boys under sixteen years.

My answer to Brain Test No. ... .is

Weeses @esssees sesesss

Boiciiii sons vneqs (whan
‘close on separate paper).

Nam® coi i v e it

_Eirthday and year of birth .,
Are you already a member? ., .,

tese wosoassep
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Are you joining now? .......,,...0.0.

This is to certify that the enclosed eolution is the en-

tire work of

Sender'sname ........ ......,

Seecvevevee pecsenesh

; Sugned by parent or guardian

‘cev e
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“How AWBERT, I Toup
You 1'D RIDE You oN
MY BACK BUT I SHAN'T
Do 1T IF YoV DONT SToP
WALKING AROUND

AUNT EPPIES LITTLE
NEPHEW, ALBERT, IS CERTAINLY
A GREAT FAVORITE WITH HER AND
SHE CAN HARDLY DENY THE CHILD.A THING.

JUP THERE.

Aunt ijﬁbfﬂyy,iécf&Z&At/%nu4¢o,;.7?&J¢.&n°“£u4hJ3

‘When The Snow
The

Once Wabasso, the hare, carried his
long ears erect, not resting upon his
back. His eyes did not bulge with
fear, or his nose tremble becauss of
terror, as now. One great enemy he
had, that was Upweekis, the great
gaunt lynx. For Upweekis, the cruel
one never missed am opportunity to
injure Wabasso and his tribe,

Bui one year Upweekis came stray-
ing down from the far North, and made
his home right among the haunts of
Wabasso and his tribe. Soon he be
gan to make war upon the peaceful
baves, and, in faot, would run down
every gentle creature he could cap-

0u | ture. Hven the dappled fawns he prey-

ed upon until they were safe in the
fold for the winter.

Bnt very gradually the long hair
began to thicken and pad his power-
ful feet, so that by the time Peboam,
god of winter, arrived, Upweekis was
wearing & set of filne, matted snow
shoes upon his four feet.

The den of the lynx family was
not inviting. But over in a dim cor-
ner were two little tawny lynx kittems,
their soft fur faintly striped. As the
lynx kittens grew larger, before they
were able to hunt for themselves,
many of the helpless wild creatures
began to suffer. Most of all did the
tribe of Wabasso have troubles, for
Upweekis liked nothing better than to
carry a fine plump hare back to his
tawny kittens.

duning the winter
months the tribe of Wabasso was
destroyed by the crafty lynx, until the
only one left of the great hare family
was just poor old Wabasso himself,
for many of his kindred were so ter-
rorized by Upweekis that they wand-
ered off to another country. But not
s0o Wabasso, the bravest hare of his
tribe. He alone remained, determined
to comguer his enemy.

Finally away to the northwanrd trav-
eled Peboam, but he left a white snow
blanket behind bim. Out came Up-
weekis, his matted snowshoes ocarry-
ing him swiftly over the snow crusts
which the frost had hardened like

Upweekis was hungry, but luck was

the ice, but Upweekis did not go too
near her, for once she had given him
& badly scratched nose, the scars of
which atill carried.

At last, to his delight, he came upon
the wide, leaping trail of Wabagso,
the hare. Few could outrun Wabasso

, and this Wabasso him-

A he had made a plan

x by leading him a

if his plans worked,

he would so punish Upweekis that he

long fasting, Wabasso, the wise.
before sought out the
ewamps, where he feasted well on
young willow sprouts, which were med-
icine for him, and made him now feel
strong and brave.
After the race had gone on for two
suns Upweekis was 350 spent and
weary that be had to arewl into a

Shoes Of
l;ynx;[?aﬂedwfihn

tree to rest. But while the lynx siept
the warm sout: wind came blowing
and stopped just long enough to touch
its breath gently through the forest
the hamd orusts, softenling them and
making them dissolve.

Upweekis awoke frem his mnap
and once again the long race began.
But the hgre had gone but a short
distance, when he failed to hear the
Iynx following him, and glancing back
over his shoulder, Wabagso saw a fun.
oy sight. Upweekis, hi® enemy, sunk
night down into a deep smow drift—
only his sharp ears and blazing eyes
showing above the soft smow.

Once more the race was resumed,
but this time Upweekis had to stop
and tear the soft snowballe from his

Again and agatn

X his feat were

bleeding and sor But what enmag-

ed Upweekis most of all, was to see

Wabasso calmly seated @& short way

off, waiting for Upweekis to again take
up the chase.

Finally, Upweekis was  obliged
once more to lie down and rest. Now
/Wabasso, the hare, saw his enemy
asleep bemeath an  overhanging
spruce bush and was glad. For the
lynx was so weary he forgot to climb
a tree.

Wabasso stole near his ememy
and when he had come quite close to
Upweekis, the hare i

t into the back of
1 them and out across
the valley shot Upweekis—like an ar-
row from its bow. Some say he is
still flying, fleeing from his enemy
into & far country
BEver since that day has the nose of
the hare quivered and trembled, And
how always every hare carries his long
ears flat against his back, lsteningly;
for ever since the time when Wabas-
50, the hare, conquered the lymx, all
his kindred listen with ears lald back
—that they may catch the sound of the
snow shoes of Upweekis.—Excerpts |
from book published by Frederick
Stokes, N. Y.
—————cin
Mean Thing.
He—"80 you insist on breaking off
the engagement?”
She—*“Most decidedly. What 2. you
take me for?”
He—""Oh, only about forty, Better
think it over; it may be your last

chance.”

Something to Look Forward To.

Dubb Golfer—The day I get round|
these links in less than a hundred Il |
glve you a doliar. f

Caddie—Thank ye, sir, It'H come in|
bandy in ure old age.—Boston Tran.
script,

Her Mistake.

Bhe (soulfully)—Our spirits are in
harmony. I can sense &n aura about
you—

He—That isn’t an aura lady that
is hair tomic—Princeton Tiger,

How She Doth!
How doth the gentle laundress
Bearch out the weakest joints,
And always scrape the buttons off

At the most strategio polnts,
- s i il

—— A i

IN MEMORIAM.

In loving memory of one of the
Children’s Corner members, Lewis Mof-
fet and his sister, Marion Moffet, who
died on March 17th, and March 20th,
1918.

Sleep on, dear ones and take your rest,

God called you home, He thought it
best,

The midnight star shines om the
graves

Of those we loved, but could not save.

~—Mother, father and sisters, Inma
and Floremce, Norton, N. B.

Birthday Greetings

Many, many happy returns s the
wish of the Children’s Corner to all
the kiddies having a birthday during
the coming week. On our list are the
following:

Austen Cosman, Newtown, N. B.

Jean Calkin, Wentworth St.

Weldon R. Welton, Young’'s Cove.

Gertrude Lois Watson, Undine, Vic.
toria County.

Ellen Nadeau, Houlton, Me,

B. Driscoll, Black Rock, Glou. Co.

Walter A, Stultz, Lansdowne, Car,
Co., N. B.

Bessie Stewart, Dalhousie.

Harold Bowser, Sackville.

Josephine Kyffin, Duke St.

Mildred Lockhart, Rosebury
Mattapan, Mass,

Bdith Day, Gagetown.

Gerald Godsoe, Flliott Row.

Ethel Thompson, Charlotte St .,

Russell Fleet, Broad St.

Harry Givan, Sussex.

Patricia Branch, Burnsville.

Helen Dugey, Charlotte St.

Zalda Hallett, Grand Faills.

BEdna Dunlavy, Brittain St

Randolph Vanderbreck, Millerton.

And also the good Saint Patrick,

sebilisinindR. wbisio birssptiis

CONTEST REPORT.

The answers to No. 7 of the Brain
Test Contest have been most num-
erous, probably because it was such
an easy one. As it was partioularly
for the younger members, age has been
considered in awarding the points. For
the benefit of those unable to solve the
puzzle, as usual we will print the
method of obtalning the answer. The
first pioture was a “‘scoop” take away
the second which was a “coop” leaves
the letter “s,” add to that “nail” emd
you have the word “SNAIL” which
is the correct answer.

Some little folks sent in the word
“snafl” without showing how they got
it and that is what all were asked to

do. The work should be shown in

full. Owing to such a very large num-
ber of correct answers being receiv-

near the same time by so many of
the younger members we are obliged
to give points to more than three of
the contestants. So that the winmers
of flve points each for No, 7 Brain
Test are:— .

Alice M. Keswick, Hartland,

Stanley Cassidy, Sussex,

Arnold DeBlofs Bent, Granville
Centre, N. 8.

Elma Marks, Anaganoce.

Harold McMann, Newcastle Creek,

Arthur C. Cox, Young's Cove.

C. Wilbur Pallen, Dalhousie,

James A. Melick, Hampton.

Marjorie Schriver, Smithtown,

Clarence B. Searle, Chatham,
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it could be slanting.

ke sure you are right before draw-
lines as in this puzzle the pic-
sent to show your an-

I

by;
a bevemage forms a story;

fore craft forms a small pie;
before shower forms a line of cams;
before foolhardy forms
before

words from these letters o, d, 8, §, 1, a,

using them all each time to make three

different words:

Three went sailing out into
the West,

Out intp the West as the sun eank low;

Each thought as she — of the
lad she loved best,

For they all had ~—— and each bad
a beau,

But seas will rise and spirits will sink,

And they all were too ill of to
ithink,

So these —

{two words) back

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN LAST
WEEK'S PAGE.

" | fretful
' little

€8s came roaring a great .blizzard.
Screaming it burst upon her, and she

That winter was very long and cold.
But there came a day in early spring
when she was no longer alome, for
now she had wih her three littl:
woolly coated cubs.

One day a mighty storm raged out-
side the den; dor days and days it
lasted. But it made the little cubs
hestless, and they whined in the derk-
ness fretfullly,. Well enough the
mother bear knew why they were

They were hungry, and poor
Moween had nothing to give
them.

At last Moween could not Wsten to
the whining cubs no longer, and so
left them to crawl to the mouth of
the den. But even as she peered

~|forth, whirls of wet snow met her

snout, and the harsh voice of Pop
oam, the winter, came to her listen-
ing ears. So once more she went
to the cubs trying to still their cries,
but in vain. Then Mowen knew
that in spite of the storm, she must
be brave and go forth to hunt food,
or the cubs would starve.

So in the early evening, when the
cubs slept, she shambled forth. The
storm was now over, but everything
was buried deep in snow; not a liv
ing thing was to be seen

Suddenly Moween heard a slighn
sound, A shadow flitted over the
snow, coming straight towards her.
It was arabbit, out after his supper.
Next instant the great flat paw of
Moween had struck the rabbit.

But, even before Moween coms
turn back to the home trail, another
shadow fell across the snow. Koos
koos-koos, the cat faced one, mad
with hunger, dashed straight into
Moween's eyes and snatched the rab-
bit

Poor Moween! She had little stre
ngth of courage to hunt longer that
night, so dragging hersif wearily
back, she crept to the waiting cubs.
Already the whines sounded weaker
to her. So, when night came again

B
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L

Girl's Names.
Marion, Esther, Miriam, Loudsn.

A Paradox.
Answer-—Measurable,

“Can” Contest.

1, Canister; 2, Canal; 8, Candle: 4,
Candid; 5, Cannibal; 6, Cannom; 7,

Candy.
e —
“BUCKLE MY SHOE)”

“One, two. Buckle my shoe.”

With this rhyme our greatgrand.
parents helped to teach their children
to count. And it refers to things with
which they were familiar. Today no-
body buckles shoes, though women
wear the buckle as an ornament. It
is a survival, like the button at the
back of a frock coat, that once held
up a sword-belt.

“Three’ four, Knock at the door.”

They had great big knockers fasten.
ed on the door, not for ormament, but
for use, though some of them were
vesy beautitul, and the molse they
‘made was loud and hollow and a lit-
tle terrifying.

Today we push the buttom, and the
cavedweller above jiggles the laich
until we open the door and climb up.
But in those days the dog barked and
everybody rushed to the door to see
who was coming.

“Fivesix. Pick up sticks.

“Seven, eight. Lay them stralght.”

Imagine your grandfather as a litule
boy piling up the firewood and the
kindling that he gathered near the
chopping block-—not merely chips, but
larger pleces that could be piled—and
the mice, tidy looks of things when
he got through.

“Nine, t®n. A good fat hen.”

They kept chicken, too, and the
children gathered eggs, and when com-
pany came the fowl they had was well
selected. It was a hen not some
crawny old rooster that came all dress-
od from cold storage. They plucked
and singed it themselves, and used
the feathers for quilis and pillows.

“Eleven, twelve. Dig and deive.”

Gracious! Did the children have to
study as hard as that? No, my dear
They did not dig into boolks, but into
the garden with a spade and it tired
their backs, but they got all sorts of
fine things to eat. And they did not
delve into the. history of the past,
but with that same spade they made
ditches and cellars and wells and nice,
big caves or “root houses” whene they
could keep the turnips for the cattle
and all the other ‘“roots” that they
didn’t put in the cellar.

What a life they had, but they did
not bother about the H. C. L.

———m e
Fastidious.

“Isn't Miss Boodelle &
friend of yours?”

“Yes, that's the trouble.

particular

She's too

me last

and long blue shadows crept over the
snowy trails, Moween egain 'went to
| the forest,

| She had a plan, and this time she
{made for the distant settlements. At
last it came—that which she hoped
for—the strong, musky odor of the
sheep-fold. Moween did mot mina
now the long trail that lay between
her and the faroff settlement. She
only thought of the cubs who wadted
back in the den, starving, trusting
her to bring food.

Whimpering, whining to hergelt,
she tore through the thick scrub
spruces, leaving behind torn shreds
of her shabby coat. Finally ehe
reached her goal, and climbing quick-
ly over the boards which separated
her from the sheep-fold, she eoon
seized her longed-for prey.

No longer did Moween feel either
hunger or cold, for in her jaws she
was carrying back food to the wait
ing ones; the long cruel fast was
over. Moween had saved her cubs.

———eeee
A LITTLE BIRD TELLS.

Now isn't it strange that our mothers
Can find out all that we do,
If a body does anything naughty,
Or says anything that's not true?
They'll look at you just a moment,
Till your heant in your bosom
swells,
And then they know all about it
For a little bird tells.

Now where that little bird comes from
Or where that Mttle bird goes,

If he's covered with beautiful plam-

age,

Or black as the king of crows;

If his voice is as hoarse as a maven's,
Or as clear as the ringing of bells,

I know not—but this I'm aware of—
A little bird tells

You may be in the depths of a ocloset

Where nobody sees but a mouss,
You may be alone in the cellar,

You may be on top of the house,
You may be in the dark and the sil-

ence,

Or out in the woods and the delis—
No matter—wherever it happens,

The little bind tells

And the only way you may stop him
Is just to be sure what you say,
Sure of your words and your actioms,
Sure of your work and your play,

Be honest, be brave and be kindly,

Be gentie and loving as weil,

And then you can laugh at the stories

The little birds tell.

b
Exactitude.

“Hiram,” said Mrs. Corntgesel, “it
was going too far for you to say oul
boy Josh isn’t worth his sait.”

“Mebbe ‘twas. Salt ain't so dear,
But I'll hang to it that the way he's
workin’ now Josh ain't worth his sue
gar.”

The Cause.
“What caused your dyspepsia, old
man?"
“My wife, disagreed with me so
much, I guess.”

Hindenburg was the great figure
head of the war, and now it is propos-
ed to make him President of Germany.
Apparently the German peopls ave de-
termined to find out whether there is

particular, She refused
night.”

anything to Mm at all, except & scowl,




